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Best Fiends 


Who invited Ritchie Blackmore? 


"You did," Tommy tells him, and it takes Glenn a moment to realize that Tommy is answering his question, that 


Glenn asked that thought out loud. 


"I did?" Glenn blinks up at him and sways a little on his feet. Tommy rests his hands on Glenn's shoulders, a 
gentle press to steady him. Glenn doesn't know why he would have invited Ritchie to this soiree -- they were 
never close even when Ritchie was in the band. To be fair, Ritchie doesn't do close. He's the most cold, shut- 


off person Glenn's ever known. 


Hangers-on, wannabees, groupies, and various and sundry management types swirl about them, but the core of 
Deep Purple sticks together. They recline on the couches like Eastern potentates, a feast of alcohol and drugs 
laid out before them. Jon Lord didn't come tonight, and neither did Glenn's girlfriend -- Are we still together? 


Are we rowing again? Glenn's not sure why she's not here. Glenn's also not sure when he last slept. 


He tries not to look at the ugly bruise marring the crook of Tommy's elbow. Tommy is too beautiful to be 


bruised. Glenn likes it when they stand cheek-to-cheek in the mirror and admire their reflections. He's never 


had a brother, but he fancies that he and Tommy look more alike than some real sets of brothers. He loves 
everything about Tommy. He loves it when they get high together. He loves the warmth and sweat of him. He 
loves it when Tommy cooks for him. He loves the way Tommy plays guitar and he loves Tommy's American 


accent. Tommy is Ritchie's replacement, but he is nothing like Ritchie, and Glenn loves that about him, too. 
| think | love you, Tommy, 


"| love you, too," Tommy tells him over a line of cocaine, and Glenn's heart beats harder and faster in his 


chest, and he doesn't care if it bursts because he feels so fucking good right now. 


David Coverdale is sprawled out on the couch across from him, and he has a look on his face like he's in a 
hostage situation. Sometimes, Glenn catches glimpses of the shy, plump boy from Yorkshire beneath the rock 
star persona that David wears like armour. He knows that David has felt pushed aside since Tommy joined the 
band, but precisely how, David can't put into words and Glenn can't begin to fathom. Glenn passes some pills to 
Tommy, and Tommy hands one to David. David watches as Glenn swallows his pill, then as Tommy swallows his, 


and only then does he put his own pill on his tongue and look heavenward as though offering up a prayer. 
Y P P 9 9 g up a pray 


Glenn blesses David with a smile. Can't he see that it's so much better this way? Deep Purple was like a plant 
thought dead, till you nicked the stalk with a knife to show the green Tommy is the green, the new life, the 
life's blood. Without Ritchie, David can blossom. 


Speak of the Devil -- "Why is your house so empty?" Ritchie Blackmore asks pointedly. He drops onto the 
couch nearest Glenn, and his busty German wife, Babs, sits down next to him. Tommy is kneeling beside the 
table and when he leans back, his head falls into Babs’ lap. She rakes her fingers through his hair, and Tommy's 
eyes slide shut in ecstasy. 


Glenn can't take his eyes off the scene before him. He's only vaguely aware of responding to Ritchie's question 


"Whatever do you mean?" 


"Is bare. Nothing on the walls, nothing in the cupboards, nothing in the closets." Glenn muzzily wonders why 
Ritchie was going through his closets and cupboards. The hard edges of the world are being worn away. 
Everything is becoming softer and better. He takes Ritchie's hand and presses two pills into his palm like a 


peace offering. 


In a flash, Babs has claimed one for herself and popped it into her mouth. Glenn is astonished when Ritchie 
does the same. He's never even known Ritchie to smoke weed Ritchie likes his rum, though. He likes his rum 


better than he ever liked Glenn or any of their other bandmates. 


Glenn would like to snort some coke, but he can't rise from the couch and cross the two meters to the table. 
He can't even keep his eyelids open When he opens them again, there's fewer people in the house. Only a few 
are standing in the kitchen, talking animatedly. He can hear Paicey's voice, and that of Paicey's girlfriend, but he 


can't see them from his vantage point. 


He lifts his head to see Ritchie and Tommy sitting cross-legged, facing one another. It's such a peculiar sight 
that Glenn rubs at his eyes. Tommy is holding his hands as though cradling an instrument, his fingers moving 
lightning fast, and Glenn can hear the music, he can, but there's no guitar. The lovely tones of Tommy's 
expressive guitar dances through his mind. Ritchie's own hands are miming in response, his fingers locking and 
shaking as though choking the guitar's neck, and the sound is deafening He looks to David, to see if he's 


experiencing this magic as well. 


David has made it off the couch and is crawling over to Glenn. His eyes are unfocused. "Come on then," Glenn 
says in encouragement, and David fairly crashes into his arms. He feels marvelous -- the warm weight of him 
is sending Glenn's nervous system into a state of pure pleasure. David's facial hair scratches him, and then 
their mouths meet, Glenn moaning into the kiss. They have never tasted each other before. He never imagined 
this from David. On some level, he knows this is the drugs heightening their euphoria and lowering their 


inhibitions, but he has no desire to push David off him or to stop this. 


David pulls away from him and looks at him as though Glenn is a stranger. "Did l." His tongue flicks out as 
though to catch the last taste of Glenn left on his lips. He seems to startle a little and peddles backwards, 
scooting right into Tommy and Ritchie and breaking up their little imaginary guitar duel. 


Surprisingly, it's Ritchie who throws his arms around David. David jumps as though he's under attack, which 
isn't a ridiculous assumption. Ritchie is one of the most malevolent people any of them know. "I saw you and 
Glenn," Ritchie says, and David begins panting hard. "You must've wanted to kiss him for some time. Was it 
everything you dreamt it would be?" He locks his arms tightly around David, pressing their faces close 
together. 


Tommy sits up on his knees, observing quietly. There's a stillness to him that is unexpected. 

"Glenn is like a brother to me," David says after a big gulp. He has made no move to escape Ritchie's clutches. 
‘Ive never kissed my brother on the mouth," Ritchie tells him. "But you're an only child, and so is Glenn, so 
neither of you has any idea of what it means to have a brother. You were alone a lot when you were a boy, 
weren't you, David? Mustve been so lonely. You didn't have many friends, did you? Tell me, when was the first 


time you were kissed?" 


"You should kiss him," Tommy says, and it takes Glenn a heartbeat to understand that Tommy is speaking to 
Ritchie. 


"Do you think | should?" Ritchie's green eyes shine. "Would you like that?" he asks David "I'm a very good 


kisser, or so l'm told" 
"He izzzz," says Babs in her thick accent. She is watching her husband and David with rapt attention. 


David moves his head just a bit, just so the corner of his mouth touches Ritchie's. Ritchie grasps him by the 


hair and kisses him fiercely. David arches up, fighting into the kiss, and Glenn can clearly see his arousal 


outlined in his trousers. 


Tommy seizes Ritchie by the neck and digs in his nails in silent threat. This halts Ritchie's assault on David's 
mouth, and Tommy only lets them meet again when Ritchie is willing to be a little more gentle. Glenn is flooded 


with relief. David's lip is so bitten that its a wonder he's not bleeding. 


Tommy leaves the other two men on the floor to join Babs on her couch. She squeals with delight as he gets 
her out of her dress. Glenn feels no jealousy as he watches them together, only a joy at seeing such beautiful 
creatures enjoying one another. Babs is naked except for her high heels, which she digs into Tommy's buttocks 
as he enters her. Glenn feasts his eyes on them. Only a few feet away, David and Ritchie have progressed to 
some heavy petting and heavy breathing. The sounds they're making send Glenn's head into a spin His eyes 


close, and when he awakens, he finds Tommy making love to him. 


Though it seemed he slept for only moments, hours must've passed. Babs is sniffing cocaine, wearing only her 
ladies’ unmentionables and nothing else. Ritchie and David are naked and splayed out on the floor. And Tommy is 


on top of Glenn, sucking kisses onto his neck. 


Glenn nuzzles him, brushing their noses together and feeling Tommy's eyelashes touch his cheek. He can feel 
the curve of Tommy's smile a moment later. They're so close that Glenn feels like they share a single breath, 
a single life. "Don't ever leave me," Glenn tells him as they resume their lovemaking, limbs moving lazy and 


heavy. "Not even for a moment. Not even for a day. If you do, I'll die from want of you." 

"Don't die," pleads Tommy. His kiss is the most sensual Glenn has ever known He feels like he's sure to burst 
from how much he loves this man. "You're my real thing. You keep me living here, in the real world, instead of 
in my head all the time. I'll never leave you alone." 

"Liar," says Ritchie from where he's slumped on the floor. Glenn tears himself from Tommy to look over at 


him. David is sitting up, wincing in pain as he does so. He pushes his hair back to reveal a stricken look on his 


face. 
No. 
"He's lying to you," says Ritchie. 


I'll never leave and I'll never die," promises Tommy. 


